DAWN

of dawn.    The next thing was to get hold of the pro-
prietor and find out who was in that end room.   As he
came round the corner of the wall to reach the gate of the
courtyard, a tall figure barred his path.
"Arthur!"

" You didn't expect to see me here," a strained voice
challenged.

"1 certainly did not.   Have you just come ? "
" Yes, I left my car farther back along the road."
" Weren't you stopped on the way ? "
" No, I wasn't," replied the young man, his white face
drawn, a kind of weary hatred in his eyes, the pupils of
which were still expanded by night so that they seemed
much larger and darker than usual in this dusky mono-
tone.    "I'm afraid your arrangements must have mis-
carried."

This place was turning into the scene of a French farce,
Waterlow thought. Had this infernal young fool come
here to try to catch him out with his wife ? Something
was the matter with him."

" I made no arrangements," he said coldly. " But
there were police guarding the road about six miles
back."

" I saw no police," said Arthur angrily. " Do you
think I'm a liar ? "

" You seem very excited, my lad. Does Georgie know
you intended to drive all over the country to-night ? "

" Georgie went for a motor-drive with some friends
after the reception was over."

" And you're going to meet her here, eh ? " Waterlow
asked.

He could not help a note of relief.    It really would
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